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PHRAIM JUDSON was a hard man. His
E was the religion of the Pilgrim Falthers,
hord, grim, with none of the solter,
holier faith thnt religion of the simpler
rind impltes His jdex was to foree religion
upon the unwilling, lashing the unbeliever

with fopey
vith die g
And s e

nvective and threatening aim
sent i e did not suceumnb,

45 did not end in the puipft,

for he ecarried his Sternness Into his own
home and had bhrought up his children to
fear the lLord,

Ginrd Father, wias to Tom Judson just

anoths

1Ll HTRe Bis own parent, but Ruth

was diltoront t knew only the love and
EWenl| of rellelon, the wrrors her father
describonl in his sermons passed over her

head tor shie was ton stmple 1o realize them.

One moming in late spring when life was
loveliest in the Cumberiand mountains, Eph-
raim Juldzon we his coversdl wagon econ-
talning & tew “inple Housahold things, over
the rolling hill country where in a little
valley town he was 1o conduct a rerins of
revival mertings for the simple hill people,

Tom :at in the bick of tne wagon, hia
BROCEK strafghit unmunsgeable hair hent
over i honk To the caszual observer the
title of “Tom's book read, “Gospel Hymns,”
but onls knew that the loose cover
slipped inside wus tucked away a
most th r detective story,

B
Ruth had left the s on to gather dairies,

“Hurry." called Tom, raising his head
from his hook to heckon to his sister. You'll
hll' 1‘1? 4

UNat i I know it Ituth responded joy-
ously, und with a' little running jump she

ng fntu the wagon Tuom reached 2
clp her, and as he did, the hook
itqn his reach, and disclosed to
ten cent jor

: Huth br fooking up sudden-

Iy, Sh sl n s ny at her father,
hu absorbed in thought and
dld no woarontd,  “Where (lid you get
this b v demnndad,

i b ar it deslously

he sald hotly lve it to
 $9L}
be careful” Qtuth whiapered,

knew, 1 kuow what he

ALY fathree
L [ RLRRTAA
would sav”

Tom

lavghed

it

tHiLn

soltly,

more in possesgion of his book,
He ¥new that Ruth wouldn't
But Ruth sighed. She
L to wake of Tom, Of late
o be drawing away from

s nosecrecey aboutl
t used o, Tom
voerk,  Left alone, his
“t, but under the
acter, Ruth feared

wias not
intentions wer iy
influence of a strong )

for her hro che wished that
her fut} ut with Tom,
“He L for hin” she would
sigh just won'’t be
i that hard set
rade.”
s i few scattered

cnoueh to forgat
excitement of the ar-

slowly into the town,

gather The yearly
revival wis ol the proatest im-
port: ) ienple It was practi-
cally the o1 luence from the oulside

workld that
rach

tedd their peaceful lives, and
e was i lively contest as lo
ieh ftamily would have the honor of

the Kvangelist, This wear the
hotor had veen awarded to Mrs. Sapphira
E . 8Bhe and her 1at son Dicky were
gmonz the drst to rush forth and groct the

strangers

Ruth peeped shyly out of the wagon at the
friendly taces, but here shyness soon ware off
at the hearty weloome she received, Deacon

Harvey, 1 richest man in the village, and
the shin light of the church, was In tha
throng k el it Iath in open-eyed

ama? ent,  Neover had hie secen such A
specimen of girlhemd., Huih could not help
smiling at his adoration, and she put forth
her hand, which Dick took gingerly after a
hasty cleansine of his own on his trousers,

It was all very different from anything the
girl had ever expervienced before, these
gimple people and thelr hearvty  welcome.
Ruth felt that her stay ameng them would
be happy., DBuat alveady forees were at work
that were lo change the simple life of this
young girl, toirves that she knew nothing of,
She had noticed in the crowd a flashily
tdressed Individual, and now she saw her
brother In the distange in conversation with
the sime man, The' facl made her vaguely
uncomfortable, and she determined to ad-
vige Tom not to make friends too easily.

Kuth would have heen still more worried
it she had known that the flashy looking
man aspired to be the village “sport.” His
name wig Tobe, amd what little money he
could gct together he spent in apeing the
gtyles of the cheap “sports™ in the large
(_'fiit.’ﬁ, It seemed a strang twist of fate that
%o shoulil be the first person to interest Tom
Judson upon his arrival in the village, Tobe
had quickiy sized Tom up,  His bluff, easy
manner foscinated the younger boy, it
seemed to Lim exnelly the same that the
hero affected in the story he was reading.
Tabe slapped Tom on the back approvingly,
and Tom in his surprise dropped the hook
which he carried under his arm. For the
second time that day, his subterfuge had
been digscovered,

“Great stulf, kid, great stuff,” Tobe said
as he picked up the hook and laughed heart-
ily. “Don’t he afraid, 1 won't let on to the
old man, I think you and I can be great
little pals. So long, see you later, we'll ar-
range a nice little meeting.” And with an-
other slap on the back he strolled off whistl-
ing, leaving Tom with the idea that at last
he was about to see a little real lfe.

Ruth drew a hreath of rellef when the two
separated, and she turned back to the Dea-
con, who had stuck close to her side. They
had reached Mrs, Byrd's door when a
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stranger paused a moment outside of the
little group. Ruth looked at him curfously.
He was straight and tall with closely crop-
ped hlack hair that shone In the hot sun-
light, His eyes were kind, too, and as they
met the girl's wide blue ones, a flicker of

interest appeared In them. Mr. Judson,
anxious to do the right thing, ecagerly
grasped the man by the hand. The man

smiled curiously, and Mrs. Byrd rushed for.
ward indignantly.

“You're mistaken, Mr. Judson,” she said,
her volce trembling in an effort to be digni-
fiel. “That's Hugh Lee—he don't bhelieve in
God,"

The words eut thelr way through to Ruth's
heart with a hurt ghe did not understand.
She shivered slightly, and then lingered a
moment as If there were something she
would like to say. But Hugh Lee turned
away bitterly, and Ruth followed her father
into the house, The incident had somehow
thrown a gloom over her happiness.

Sunday i{n the little village was secrupu-
lously kept., Even Ruth sighed as she
thought of the long afternoon when she
would bave to remaln indoors, The day was
£9 lovely that it did not seem wrong to wor-
ship in the great out-of-loors where every-
thing spoke of a Divine presence. Thera
hid been a long service in the church that
morning, and Ruth did not llke the way the
deacon had looked at her, It had made her
a lttle nervous. This afternoon her father
was to read the Bible out loud. It was a
time when Tom squirmed and fidgeted, and
It was impossible for Ruth to pay attention
when her sympathles were all with her
brother, Mrs, Byrd had told her that she
had eseen Tom talking with ‘Tobe again,

“Tom ought to keep away from that man,”
the good woman sald, “he don’t amount to
shucks., He owes a big bill at the grocery
store, and he won't work, | saw Hugh Lee
glving bim some money this morning. Just
like the wicked unbeliever to encourage lazi-
negs."

In Mrs. Byrd's little parlor the time passed
drowsily. Ephraim Judson was reading one
ol his favorite passages from the Bible, Tom,
looking bored, was gazing nbsent-mindedly
out of the window. Ruth kept her eyes on
her father's face and listened as hard as she
could. She was trying tn pay the striclest
attention, but her thoughts were wandering,
Onee ghe stole over softly to a hird cage
which hung in the window,

“Poor little fellow,” she said softly, “they
keep you caged up. too.” Tension had
reached a point where It seemed that some-
thing must happen. when some of the church
committee arrived 1o talk with the preacher.
Tobe, who had been waiting for an oppor-
tunity, slipped into the yard after them, and,
sfeing Tom  through the open window,
beckoned to him eagerly. Ruth saw a sud-
den change come over the boy's face.

“Don't go, Tom." she begged, “he isn't the
kind of a man you want to bother with."”

“That's because he ian't a mollycoddle.”
Tom returned hotly. “You let me alone:
you're only a girl. [ won't have ¥ou bother-
ing me." And with a shove he pushed Ruth
aside and vaulted out of the window,

Mrs, Byrd had fallen asleep over the Bille
that the evangelist had left in her care, and
Ruth, after a moment's hesitatlon, went out
into the dewy sweetness of the Summer af-
ternoon, She had come out primarily to
follow Tom, but the woods drew her, and
she had not seen which way Tom had gono,
Once in the wildness of the mountain woodi-
ness, she forgot everything but the fact that
she was young and alive and happy. As she
picked a rose a sound of chopping attracted
her attention, and she went toward it slow-
1y, wondering who could be doing such work
on the Sabbath,

The man, who was unconcernedly going
about his worlk, stopped a moment as he
spied the girl. Yesterday the look in her
cyes had vaguely disturbed him, to-day ha
felt the same unreasonable tug at his heart.

“It's Sunday,” she said, simply.

He nodded curtly, and resumed his chop-
ping. Ruth stepped a little nearer and laid
her cool fingers on his arm. The movement
was that of a child asking for attention, but
the man fell the soft touch deeper than he
cared to admit. This strange feeling vague-
ly irritated him, and he shook off the fingers
uneasily.

“Won't you let me speak to you?”" Ruth
asked wonderingly. “I just wanted to ask
you if it is truo that you don't believe in
God 7"

“Yes, 1t's Lrue,” the man responded.
straightening up and looking amusedly at
the serious little face.

“But how can you help it,” she asked won-
deringly, “when you look around you? Look
at that tree, this rose, and all the lovely
country ahout.”

He looked atdt for a moment, and a bitter
smile touched his mouth,

“Yes, look," he sald, pointing to the flower,
"A worm is eating its heart out. “Look
there, and there,” he said, passionately,
pointing to the roots of the trees. “Strange,
fsn’t it, that God should .ake the trouble to
make all this Joveliness and then send
things to destroy it all?”

Ruth faltered a little. Her simple faith
did not admit of argument and logic. She
just belleved, she would always believe, and
no amount of logic could stir the calm con-
viction of her girlish mind. How was she
to know that while she stood trying her best
to convert this stranger to her own sweet
bolief that her own brother was heing lad by
Tobe and a few friends Into a templation

. that he was too weak to resist?

Ho was gorely tempted to tell this child
something of his life and of the canker of
unrest that had robbed him of his faith.
Why shouldn't he try to convince this girl

Novelized by

that she was wrong, that there was no God?
Surely he had as much right to convert her
Lo his belief as she had to convert him io
hers,

“Didn't vou pass the window thiz marn-
ing when I was in church?” she queationed,

The man nodded,

“You didn’t look hard then,” the girl in.
gistedl,  “Oh, vou seemed different,
how, 1 wanted you to come In.”

“You wanted me to?" the man questioned,
“Why "

“I don't know,” the girl responded simp-
Iy, “1 just did, and I thought you wanted to,"
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Again the man's face darkened. *Yes,
there was a reason. and again the desire to
tell her arose in his mind, If he did per-
haps she might leave him alone in the fu-
ture. At least if her faith were well found-
ed ft would not hurt her. Above nll this,
however, was a strange impulse to confide
in thiz child what he had never told another
human being. It would be like opening up
the past, it would hurt him unbelievably,
but it would help, too, that Is if she under-
stood,

“There is a rzason,” he said suddenly. “If
you like T will tell you, but I warn you, it's

“Waon't you let me speak to

Lea's eyes mot those of the girl, and then
left them as his glance wandered out over
the country where she had been looking, He
gaw a girl, slim and young, standing in a
church choir singing, A ray of sunshine
shot across the church amd rested on her
hair and across one smooth young cheek.
For a moment something had welled up in
his heart that she must have scen a mo-
ment later in his cyes. He had hardly
known what emotion it was, It was absurd,
of course. and usecless, and, of course, he
had strode on, carcless of the question In
the girl's eyes as they had met hig.

Then Lee laughed a little. e remem-
bered noticing the old deacon eye him ang-
rilvy as he looked at Ruth, Was the old man
mrikin:_.: up to this child? At the thought an
indignant remonstrance rose in his mind.
Why. he must be over sixty, and the stingi-
est old skin-flint in town, It was an oul-
rage., Well, after all, it was none of his
business whom the girl married, she was
nothing to him,

“I guess It's a hopeless job, little lady,”
he said more kindly than he had., “I'm an
infidel, and we'll just have to let it go at
that.”

“But why?" Ruth questioned, “There must
he a reasen why."”

-you?" Ruth asked wonderingly.

# long story and not a pleasant one.  Are
you sure you won't be sorry I told you?”

“Oh, it you only would tell wme,” the girl
sild eagerly, *“I want much to under-
stand.”

Lee never forgol that afternoon—the rapt
100k on the girl's face, the sweetness of the
Summer woods, the loosing of passions in
his heart that he had kept long buriced, and
that he had taken out of the storchouse of
his memory for the hearing of this voung
girl who considered his soul of enough ini-
poriance to save,

Hugh Lee had not always been a hermit
shut up in the weods.  He had not always
spent his days in a struggle for existence,
and his nights in a log cabin built by his
own hands,

There had been a time when he was the
center of a family. The Lee family was an
important-one in a distant city. Hugh and
Bess, the two children, had always been
comrades from childhood, Hugh counld not
remember the time when he had not taken
care of Bess. She was a clinging tender 1it-
tle thing, and she adored her mother, When
she had been a baby and 1Tugh just a few
years older she would cry for him.

“Girls are always weaker thun boys,”

s0

mother had explained gently,
care, you know.”

And Hugh had accepted the charge and
had always been his sister's guardian.

When they grew up, Hugh saw nothing in
other girls. Hess was his only consideration.
Other girls were not so good looking as his
sister, no one was such a good sport, no one
fitted into his schemes of enjoyment as she
did, and no one could listen with such sym-
pathy and comfort with such words of ad-
vice as Besg could, The girl was almost as
genuinely wrapped up in her brother as he
was in her, hut she was a mischievous little
thing, and loved to tease him unmercifully,
And then had come the time when she had
met Franklin Lowry,

After that things were different. When
Hugh wanted Bess to go out with him she
Was going out with Franklin., When Hugh
needed Bess to talk to, Franklin had just
taken her out tn show her his newest car.
Hugh often wondered what Bess saw In the
man, Not that he wasn't a good fellow, but
perfectly commonplace, and no more able to
give his sister a good time than he was
himself.

Finally the time had come when Bess con-
fessed to Hugh that she was going to marry
Franklin, How well he remembered that
night. She had crept into his room and had
curted up on the foot of his bed.

“Not that I'll ever forget vou, Hugh,” she
whispered, “but Franklin nceds me, and I
do love him so much.”

And Hugh swallowed up his own sense of
jealousy und told her how glad he was.
Afterward it had been all preparation for
the wedding, and Bess was almost a stran-
ger to him, There had been times though
when she had stolen away to be with her
brother, and Hugh with the knowledge that
she would be home for just a short while,
counted the moments as precious.

Then had come the day of the wedding.
How vividly It all came up before him, The
crowded rooms, the smell of flowers, the
muriur of the people, and then the hush as
Bess cume down the wide staircase in her
shining bridal white, How lovely she had
looked and how good. God had never made
s fair a thing,

Hugh had smilled and laughed with a sob
in his throat., Of course things couldn't be
the same now, but he must never let Bess
see that he felt different, Bess had paused
on the stalrway and had thrown her bouquet
backwards to the bridesmalds who clustered
it the foot of the stairs, and then she had
run joyously upstairs, Hugh remembered
the look of rapture on her face; it was al-
most startling.

Bess was a joyous thing filled with the
urge of life. Her happiness in her love for
Franklin Lowry was almost overpowering (o
her. She could not reallze how such a joy
had come into her life, how she had hap-
pened (o deserve such happiness, It all
came over her as she rushed into the bed-
room where a maid was waiting to help her
into her travelling suit, On the bed lay her
pretty things, the going away suit, and the
little hat, the pretty new travelling bag
filled with silver that had been a present
from Hugh. Bess looked around for a mo-
ment, and then a sudden mood of exultation
came over her. Here on the threshold of
her new life she would kneel down and
thaagke God for her joy.

“You may go out for a moment, Ninette,"
she said softly. “I will call you when I
need you, I want to be alone.”

The mald smiled and went out. She was
French and knew how the young lady felt.
Ah, how wonderful it was to be married to
the man you loved.

And then had come the time for waiting
for Bess to come down., Hugh remembered
shaking hands with Franklin and telling him
to watch over Bess,

Upstairs Bess knelt for a moment on the
hearth rug and clasped her hands while she
murmured a few words of prayer, Her long
net yeil blew ont softly in the draft from the
open window. and the next minute the filinsy
materinl had caught and before the girl
knew it she was wrapped In flames.

Downstairs the rooms were filled with gos-
siping people, upstairs a young girl was
atruggling for her life. She screamed once,
and Hugh never forgot his mad rush up the
stairs and his effort to get into Bess's room.
The door seemed to stick, but he pushed it
in finally, On the floor lay a blackened
figure. ominously still and quiet, Hugh
picked her up in his arms and carried her
to the hed, One side of her face had been
burned away, and he shuddered horribly,

Then she opened her eves and they were
filled with agony,

"I wus praying,” she gasped, “for joy, vou
know, and my veil caught, and——" there
was a pnuse and her head dropped back,
She was dead.

IMugh on his knees, his face burled in the
hed clothes, was oblivious to everything.
o stood up finally and looked down at the
twisted, blackened thing on the bed. Then
a8 he looked around him fiercely ha encoun-
tered the ecalin gaze of the minister, [ts
placid countenance  seemed to say:

“God knows best,” as he placed his hand
comfortingly on Hugh's arm,

Hugh flung him off violently.

“God," he shrieked out; “God—there is no
God!"” And with hands thrown up over his
oyes he flung himself from the room,

Afterward had come days when he had no
care for anything except to leave far behind
him the scenes that were so hateful to him,
The horrible affair had embittered him. He
had glven up his home and his family and

“They need

his had wandered over the world seeking reliet.

Frank Mills

Finally he had settled in the midst of tho
Cumberland hills.

Somehow the mountalns had spelled peazas
to him. Their lack of austerity calmed him,
for the loes of bellef and the black, bitter
thoughts welling up in his heart were thas
hardest things he had to encounter after his
first wild grief had subsided. His advent
into the small country town had met with
little in the way of human comradeship. He
was looked upon as an intruder, an outsider.
He scoffed at religion; people thought him
possessed with a deyll, But he had re-
mained there because he seemed more con-
tented than he had heen anywhere else.
Gradually the years had softened him until
his life was bearable, but as for God and re-
liglon he was done with it.

It had been a long story and the tears
had welled up in Ruth's eyes more than
once and rolled slowly down her cheeks as
he told her. Tt was a terrible story, a story
that might srhake a strong man's faith, but
which made no more Impression on this
simple child than if she hadn't heard it.

“l understand better now,"” she said soft-
ly.

“Are you sure you (0?" the man guestion-
ed, eagerly,

“Yes,"” she nodded.
are bitter.”

“But you still belleve?"

Still belleve, Ruth looked at him strangs-
1y. 'Why, of course, she still belleved.

“Of course,” she said softly.

“Yes, but it didn't happen to you. You're
only a child, I can't expect you to see and
know." The man spoke bitterly, “ana I
don't know whether I want you to."

“I have heen trying to think how T would
feel if it had happened to me,” Ruth snid
slowly. *“Oh, there must have been a rea.
son,"

Lee shook his head unbelievingly. 1t
there had been a reason, but the fact re-
mained that there wasn't,

“Did you ever happen to think,”" Ruth
sald softly, “that her lover might not have
made her happy.”

Lee looked back at her,
never occurred to him.

“You see,” she persisted, “God might have
taken her then because she was so happy
and He dldn't want her to live and be mis.
erable.”

“Where did you get that idea,” he asked
roughly,

“But It might easily be true,” the girl
sald softly,

Hugh Lee was thinking rapidly. Yas, it
might be true. He had shut himself off
from the world for so long a time that he
did not know what was happening out there.
And this child, that he believed so young,
had given him the first plece of comfort
that he had received since he had left home,
But her idea was the veriest suggestion,
there was no proof that it might be true,
aud he did not wish to ascertain whether it
was or not, his life had been lived, he had
no wish to go back, it would mean but the
opening of old wounds. His story that he
had told the girl had taken him back and
he was almost as bitter as he had been the
day he come {o the valley. Life was over
for him so far as belief went. He didn't be-
lieve and he had no desire to believe.

“l want to thank you for telling me,” sha
seld finally, “and pleasa don't think I don't
understand, [ do, and I want to he able to
help you. It's not my fault that I can't, ha-
cause I want to. You make it bard for me
to talk to you."

Lee forced a smile to his white lips.

“That's all right, It was something to tell
it to you, 1 wanted you to know. and I
don't expect you to do anything for me.”

“Will you let me say one thing more be-
fore I go?” she said softly.

Lee smlled at her question,

“Of course, I won't eat you up.”

“If you don't believe in God, then you
don’t belleve in life to come, do you?" she
questioned,

“I guess I don't belleve in Heaven, if that
Is what you mean.”

“Then you don’t believe that you will ever
see your sister again.”

Hugh looked at the girl and the words
slruck deep into his heart. Did ha helieva
that he would ever see his sister again? 0Of
course not,

“No, 1 don't believe in a hereafter.”
said, stubbornly,

“Then you haven't any faith in anything,
how hard it must be for you to live,” the
girl said,

“It is hard,” he burst out. “but you can't
do anything for me. You'd better £0 home
now, howe to your father and brother.
There's nothing vou can do here, don't
waste your time, when you might be con-
verting some one worth while.”

He turned away from her bitterly and
lifted his axe. With strong, clean blows he
wenL to work again on the tree.. He worked
furiously as though anxious to wipe out the
fact that he had made a confidante of this
girl, and Ruth, consclous that there was
nothing more that she could do, sighed and
moved slowly away,

She wondered a little at herself, at her
own feelings. at her aympathy for this man,
She realized that she wasn't ag happy as
she had bheen, the sadness of another life
had cast {ts shadow over her own. Ruth
wanted to help, and her inability to bring
the slightest ray of comfort into this man's
life troubled her more than his unbeliet just
at present,

Suddenly there was a great swishing of
branchey, Lee had chopped the trunk
through and the tree was falling, Ruth
turned to see what had happened and at the
same time, Hugh realized that the tree was
falling toward her. What a fool he had been
not to have realized this,

He called to her desperately, and audden-
ly the girl, aware of her danger, uttered a
little cry and tried to spring aside. It was
too late, With a mighty groan and a splin-
‘tering fall ot broken branches the giant tres
lay on the ground. And somewhere under-
neath it, was Ruth, quiet and inert.

(To be continued next Sunday)
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